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of me, so much so indeed that the company christened me " Rebecca/1 in jesting allusion to their favor, of which I was nevertheless very proud, for better judges of matters theatrical it would be hard to find.
When my mother arrived, we settled down in our little rooms, where my trunks, which had to be opened every day for the nightly change of costume, had to stand one on top of another in order to make room for an old battle-scarred piano that I had hired.
I do not know its maker's name — no one knows — which was well for that person, because his act in constructing such a thing placed him in the criminal classes. It seemed to be a cross between a coffin and a billiard-table, and there was just enough left of its rubber cover to make an evil smell in the room.
Had it not been for the generosity of the leader of the orchestra (Mr. Navoni) I could not have enjoyed the luxury of even a few music lessons, but he saw my willingness to learn —to practise when possible, and loving music rapturously himself, he took a generous delight in helping others to the knowledge he had such a store of. Therefore, for a ridiculously small price, just enough, he said, to properly mark our relations as master and pupil, he introduced me to my notes and lines and ledger-lines, too (confound them!), and accidentals and sharps (which I hated) and flats (which I liked), and I developed a great affection for c9 because I could always find it, while I hate a to this hour because of the trouble it gave me so long ago.
One thing I am sure of, had anyone awakened me suddenly from a deep sleep at that time I would instantly have exclaimed: " One and two and three and" Mr. Navoni and his wife had the room directly over ours; of course I knew every loud sound we made must penetrate to his room, and as I could conceive of nothing more maddening- than to have to listen to a beginner** one, two, three — one, two, three, I tried to practise when he was out, which was difficult, as our hours were the